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Fall, 1959 35 
On my feet, I let out my breath in a pent-up gust. An 
owl. Nothing more. There was a grayness to the night 
now, and somewhere I heard the throbbing of a diesel 
down along the tracks in the river valley. Dawn was on 
its way, and as I threw my shoulders back sharply to break 
the cramps, I heard the diesel cut back for the coast through 
town. 
I walked back across town to the old house at the 
end of the street. Many nights would come before I would 
forget this one. Nights without fear, without wakefulness, 
with only rest from the hard realities and peace for the 
soft insights. 
I climbed the stairs to the hiss of the burner and 
propped up the fallen window with the stick which had 
slipped to the floor. I sat on the edge of the mattress, and 
suddenly I was tired. Exhausted clear through. I lay back 
on the mattress and listened drowsily to the clatter and crash 
of an old pickup bouncing on the crudely surfaced road 
in front of the old Victorian house in the city of Springdale. 
Sam Sample, Arch. 5 
1 wanenin f 
EVEN after I had gained consciousness, my eyes took in the surroundings only gradually. I had the impression 
of swimming up into the room from some quite different 
world, a sort of underwater world far beneath it. 
"How many do you see?" 
T h e doctor's fingers seemed to move in a sort of dance, 
weaving in and out, disappearing behind one another and 
reappearing again. I shut my eyes, then opened them. In-
numerable fingers, like moving columns, were still stream-
ing past in either direction, crossing and recrossing. I shut 
my eyes again. 
Robert Collins, Sc. & H. Jr. 
